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WRITTEN NEAR THE RUINS OF A NUN NERT. 


AND'RING in penſire mood beſide the 
ſkirts 

Of this dark foreſt, viſions, ſuch as old 

Poetic eyes have ſeen, around me dawn: 

But who is he, whoſe daring hand ſhall wake 

The lyre's bold numbers to the ſolemn voice 

That paus'd but now between the hollow blaſt ? 

Low is the bard of ancient days ;* his fame, 
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Like the grey moſs upon the warrior's tomb, 

Shall grow-with rolling years. Yet once again, 
Spirit of ſongs divine ! awake! awake 

Meck twilight from her weſtern chambers comes 
With pilgrim feer, and beckons from the hills 

Her ſhadowy train ; bright thro' the mould'ring arch 
Of yon old caſtle gleams the riſing moon: 

Now ſleeps the ftorm, that late with giant arm 
Shook the old battlements, and toppl'd down 
Huge columns from their baſe: wide o'er the ſcene 
Pale Deſolation ſtalks with horrid ſtrides 

From hill to hill: on yon rude monument 

Sits red-ey'd Horror, brooding, o'er the waſte, 

Or mounts upon the whirlwind's rapid wing, 
Mix'd with the blaſt, and roll'd into the ſtorm. 


| How chang'd the ſcene, ſince firſt Devotion rear d 
This hallow'd pile: fall'n is the fretted vault, 
The ſtately turret, and the glitt'ring ſpire, 
| While thro” the totr'ring fabric the grey moſs 
_ Creeps in cloſe wreaths, and whiſtles-to the wind 
l | Bleak thro' the hollow windows roars the blaſt, 


Or 
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Or flaſh the light nings blue, or ſolemn peals 
Of thunder rattle round the echoing roofs ; 
Haply to theſe deſerted manſions hies 
The tempeſt-bearen pilgrim, wet and cold, 
To ſhroud within their ruins, till he hears 
Loud o'er his head the battlements diſpart 
Wich ſudden craſh, and nodding menace death; 
Here Melancholy walks her nightly round, 
With haggard looks and wan ; pale is her check 
As nightly miſts that clothe the darkſome ſide 
Of ſome hoar hill ; gath'ring her treſfes long 
From off the winds, ſhe roves with meaſur d ſtep 
Along the graſs-grown pavement, glancing oft 
An eye on heav'n, and heaving oft a ſigh t 
Yet time has been, when mid the ſpatious dome 
The pealing hymn of praiſe was wont to lap 
The ſoul in ecſtacies, when fainted ſhrines 
Blaz'd with rich gifts; and luxury within 
The gorgeous banquet ſpread, and rioted | 
At feſtivals—Here beauty wont ſechude 
The highly-finiſh'd form, in youth's fair prime, 
All unenjoy'd, to waſte its vernal ſweets 
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Within a convent's gloom; Religion ſigh'd, 


And o'er the young enthuſiaſt dropp'd a tear. 


Amidſt theſe deſolated aiſles, where now 
Springs the rank weed, and tangling briars moleſt, 
The fainted ſiſters from their cloyſter'd cells 
Aſſembled, at the ſtated hour of pray'r 
Chanting their oriſons; and th' ev'ning bell, 
Swinging with conſtant toll from the moſſy tow'r, 
Summon'd them frequent mid the taper'd choir, 
To hold late veſpers ; from th' embowed roof, 
Solemn, and flow, the pealing organ roll'd 
The manly baſs, to voices loud and clear 
Anſwering at intervals: round the rude walls 
Now clings the ivy pale, and props awhile 
Some mould'ring column ; in each arched nook 
Where legendary ſaints ſtood carv'd in ſtone, 

And quaint Madonas on their boſom wore - 

A holy croſs, now wreathes full many a ſhrub 

Its duſky branches, emulous to ſhade 

The falling ſhrine ; ev'n there where Painting breath'd 
High o'er the altar, each expreſſive form 


Starting 


Starting to life, and moving o'er the piece, 

At Titian's magic touch, or Raphael, thine : 
Now fits gaunt Ruin grinning o'er the wreck 
His ruthleſs arm has made, while Genius rolls 
His fiery eyes arqund, that blaze at times 
Like meteors in a ſtorm ; the winds of night 


In hollow accents murmur to his ſighs. 


Here, ſtealing from the world, while beauty's roſe 
Blow'd on her cheek, and in her liquid eyes 
Bright youth was lighted up, and warm deſire, 
By grace invited, or by duty urg'd 
To this unbleſs'd retreat, with pow'rful love 
Wild-throbbing in her veins, ſome beauteous fair, 
Some guiltleſs Eloiſe perhaps might kneel 
On yon rude rock, and trembling kifs the veil : 
Alas ! in evil hour, amid the pomp, 
The ſacrifice, the incenſe, and the praiſe 
Whoſe faſcinating magic charms the eye 
With bright illuſions, flow repentance hides 
Her ſcorpion ſting, and to the enanguiſh'd though 
Paints life's fair proſpects, thro* the viſta ſeen 
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Of diſtant years, the tender ſocial ties 

Of ſacred friendſhip, and the praiſe that waits 
On virtuous actions; — paints the ardent yauth 
Low at the feet of her his ſoul adores, 

With ev'ry bliſs beſides that lovers dream, 
Or hope, in ſoft perſpective, pictures fair 

In life's unclouded morn-—lo vaniſh'd all! 
What now remains but ſorrow's pointed dart 
Deep in the ſoul infix d? Reflection's pang !— 
Nature's ſad ſigh! and anguiſh of deſpair ?—— 


In vain the thought-rapt traveller would trace 
The line that Memory o'er theſe ſmooth flat ſtones 
Inſcrib'd with fond regard, the name, the years 
Of thoſe who ſleep beneath, ſhall never paſs 
Theſe narrow limits; Time's oblivious hand 
Shall ev'n theſe moſs-clad veſtiges eraſe 2 
Yet whilom Science here diffus'd her beams, 
Though oft appreſs'd by thick ſurrounding glooms 
Of ſuperſtition—here ſome heay'n-taught muſe 
Perchance has pin'd, and dropp'd the tuneleſs lyre, 
Whilſt youth and unoffending innocence 
Propp'd and then paſs'd—like the white ſummer cloud 

That 


. 


That haſtens o'er the deſart; with the ſun 

Beauteous it roſe, but when the evening came 

Difſoly'd away, Mute is the matin- bell 

That mark'd the hour of pray'r ; ſad penitence 

No more is ſeen, with crucifix in hand 

And piteous look ; nor penance writhing ſore 

His limbs, convuls'd with voluntary pains :— 

The choir is ſilent ; ſave that now and then 

Shrill ſnrieks the bat, or lonely owl immur'd . 

Beneath the battlements, his plaintive ſong 

Indulges late. Now thro' the deep'ning gloom 

Pale ſpectres ſeem to glide ; their feeble ſong 

In melancholy cadence melts away 

In the thin air: wide oer the diſtant fields 

The ev'ning ſhadows troop, and beckoning forms 

Seen by the moon, in fancy's liſt' ning ear, 

Pour their ſad plaints. Amid theſe moſs-grown piles 

Reflection loves ta wake, and ſhed a tear 

O'er human weakneſs—many a noble mind, 

By ſuperſtition cramp'd, has here reſign'd 

The rights of reaſon God and Nature gave, 

Man's higheſt privilege :—Here many a heart 
B 4 
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Of that ſweet focial intercourſe debarr'd, 
Which gives to poliſh'd life its higheſt taſte 
Harden'd; to jaoy's, to pity's melting touch 
Inſenſible and cold—Prayer here has taught 
Her lovely votareſs the art to check 
Each riſing wiſh, each tumult of the ſoul ; 
Reſign'd within the ſolitary cell 
To live to heav'n alone, and paſs away 
Like ſome fair flow'r that on the wild heath blows, 
And ſtrevis its with'ring leaves upon the blaſt. 


Ah ! here no more may Superſtition rear 

Her fall'n ſtructures; ſacred be the ſpot 

To thoſe whoſe ſouls are of a gentle mould, 

Who wed to wiſdom, and to truth ally'd, 

Shun not ſociety; but with firm ſtep 

Amid? a fliding age, their courſe maintain 

To happineſs and peace ; for ſuch perhaps 

Theſe ſolemn ruins and unpeopl'd waſtes, 

May o'er the ſoul at ev'ning's ſober hour, 

That penſive pleaſing melancholy caſt | 
Jo virtue ever friendly ; here ſhall come 
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Calm Contemplation from her ſunleſs grot 
To meet the favour'd youth, whom ſcenes like theſe 
Can pleaſe; who views with eye inquiſitive 
Theſe rude memorials of ancient times. | 
Long o'er theſe ſtones the flow'ring weed ſhall ſpread 
Its colour'd folds, and long the thiſtle ſhake 

Its white beard to the winds ; the wintry ſtorm 
Oft through theſe cloyſter'd cells and arches dim 
Shall howl amain; and oft the ſummer gale 

Wave the high graſs that tops the ruin'd wall, 

Ere he who loves the muſes ſhall forego 

Theſe ſimple beauties and unboaſtful charms, 

For Folly's tinſel glitter, tho' her lyre 

To Muſic's ſofteſt blandiſhments be ſtrung 

In hall or bow'r ; theſe o'er the ſoul ſhall ſhed 

A placid calm, as when the riſing moon 

Oer the ſmooth lake reflecis her ſilver beam. 
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ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG LADY. 


LO! ſtarts the tear from Beauty's beaming eye, 
And Virtue's boſom heaves a gentle ſigh, 

Youth tears the bluſhing roſes from his head, 
O'er Martha's tomb their mingled ſweets are ſpread ; 
For her they bloom'd, for her the muſe ſhall bring 
Soft drops of pity from th' Aonian ſpring, 

For her they bloom'd awhile, for ev'ry grace 
Conſpicuous ſhone upon the virgin's face, 

Colouring her youthful cheek with bootleſs pride, 


With her they languiſh'd, and with her they dy'd, 


Long o'er thy grave, O much lamented maid ! 
Be ſorrow's debt by fond affection paid; 
And oft a parent's, ſiſter's, brother's tear 
Greet the lov'd ſpot, and deck thy early bier 1 

| O meekeſt 


— 
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O meekeſt pattern of unblemiſh'd youth, 

Of unaffected piety and truth; | 
Unwarp'd by folly, prejudice, or pride, 
And long amidft ſevereſt ſuff rings try d, 

Thy heart ſtill conſtant to its hopes remain'd, 
And death's long gradual approach ſuſtam d; 
Calm as the evening of a ſummer's day, 
Thy placid ſpirit gently paſs'd away ; 
As ſome ſoft tinted flow'ret of the vale, 
When tempeſts rude its beauteous form aſſail, 
Shrinks from the blaſt and hangs its drooping head, 
Its colours faded, and its odours fled, 

Thus what from fate can youth or beauty ſave, 

Or will they bloſſom in the filent grave? 


Pure ſpirit ! from all earthly droſs refin'd, 
Blameleſs thro life, and in thy end reſign'd ; 
Why ſhould we fondly wiſh with us thy ſtay 
Had been protracted to ſome diſtant day ? 
When die ſo well as in youth's vernal bloom, 
Long fince by virtue ripen'd for the tomb? 


Wiſdom 
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Wiſdom is length of days; tis not the head 
Where creeping Time his ſilver froſt has ſpread, 
Can bid death welcome with a better grace, 

Or look him with more firmneſs in the face ;— 
No tis celeſtial Piety alone 

Should raiſe the green turf, and inſcribe the ſtone. 
She, only ſhe, funereal honours pay, 

And join with ſeraphs in th exulting lay, 

When ſafely convoy'd to the realms of reſt, 

A kindred mind is added to the bleſt; 

Why then, O Memory ! ſhould thy pencil's pow'r 
In ſaddeſt ſhades array this ſacred hour, 

And not in faireſt colours of the ſky 

And brighteſt hues of immortality ?— 


——Lo, Faith, deſcending from heav'ns radiant 
throne, 
With kindling glories gilds her ſtarry zone, 
Immortal Love is ſeen with aſpect meek, 
The roſe of Eden glowing on his cheek; - 
And 


- 
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And Joy; of Innocence and Virtue born, 

Wich vermeil lip, and treſſes like the morn; * | 
They come to bid the ſigh of ſorrow ceaſe, 
And to the woe-fraught mourner whiſper peace. 


Hence then, O ye, whom moſt her converſe charm'd, 
Her ſenſe enlighten'd, and her friendſhip warm'd, 
Is Hope 's ſweet ſolace to the mind convey'd, 
That beams with gladd'ning luſtre thro' the ſhade ; 
For though the tear of ſorrow oft may ſtart, 
Her keen emotions ſtruggling art the heart ; 
Though there tis juſt that Friendſhip's boſom glow, 
And Virtue's ſelf commiſerate the blow; 
Though Senſibility, ſoul-quickning pow'r, ; . 
There ſtealing oft at midnight's awful hour, 3 
O'er the lov'd ſpot her penſive vigils keep, 
And kneel in ſilence, and in filence weep : 
Yet ſhall her loy'd example ſtill impart 
Truth's nobleſt leſſons to the feeling heart; 
To value life but as a means to gain 
That prize the virtuous only ſhall obtain, 


. 
Milton. ; 
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With reſignation calmly to attend 

Her ſolemn dictates, and regard our end, 

Till grace dawn on us with a heavenly ray, 
And ope the portals of eternal day, 

When looking upwards with Faith's ſteady eyr, 
We count it loſs to live, and gain to dir. 
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T O me theſe ſcenes ſtill boaſt a po- r to charm, 
The honey- ſuckle bow'r, the garden ſeat, 
Where Myra wont to fit and lean her arm, 
And deign to bleſs me with her converſe ſweet. 


White boſom'd maid ! tho' on a diſtant ſhore, 
Like a new ſun thy matchleſs beauties riſe, 

Memory ſhall till that heav'nly form reſtore, 
And hold it up to fond Affection's eyes. 


Illumin'd by her ſmile, the rifing morn 
Of life look'd gay, and bright the diſtant view, 
Hope ftrew!d her wild flow'rs o'er each latent thorn, 
And nurs'd their blofſoms with her freſh'ning dew. 


Then was I as a tree that lifts its head 
Graceful, beſide ſome river's limpid ſtream ; 
Broad to the Sun its branching arms are ſpread, 
And proudly toſs them to his noon-tide beam. 
Sudden 


Sudden the ſtorm aroſe !—with murmuring ſound, 
The winds of night with riſing fury blew !— 

It bends, and falling ftrews its honors round, 
Strech'd on the verdant bank on which it grew. 


This the juſt emblem of my wayward fate; 
Torn from its baſe, neglected and alone, 

This tree to fancy paints my former ſtate, 
The days, the months, the years for ever flown ! 


FF 


Who ſhall recall them ?—joys that once are paſt, 
To blefs their late poſſeſſor ne'er return; 

The tears of ſorrow only longer laſt, 
That Pity ſheds upon her poet's urn. 
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Sweet Peace ! who oft beneath the ſylvan ſhed, 
Liv'ſt on coarſe fare, companion of the poor; 

When ſhall again my board by thee be ſpread, 
When wilt thou come to greet me at my door ? 


Once thou would'ſt come, and no unfocial gueſt, 
Or guide my pencil, or inſpire my lay; 

With me at night on the ſame pillow reſt, 
And chear me with thy ſong through all the day. 


Now far from me, upon the yellow mead, 
Oft art thou by ſome gentle ſhepherd ſeen, 
Thy even numbers harmonize his reed, 
Thy, even numbers, like his mind ſerene. 


But ſhould ſome beauteous charmer of the plain, 
Deprive his boſom of its wonted reſt, 

No more, ſweet Peace! wilt thou inſpire his ſtrain, 
No more wilt thou repoſe upon his breaſt ; 
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Sorrow ſhall come, and heart-corroding Care, 
| Deep in his breaſt to fix their fatal darts, 
And Jealouſy his poiſon'd draught prepare, 

And wily Falſhood practiſe all her arts. 


On his bent brow ſtern Diſcontent ſhall low'r, 
Remorſe ſhall on his bleeding vitals feed; 
Or wan Deſpair in an accurſed hour : 
Impel her victim to ſome ruthleſs deed. 


Nor friends, nor books, nor arts ſhall ought avail, 
Though Science erſt his op'ning mind inform'd, 

And Time for him drew back his hoary veil, 
Nurs'd him to freedom, and to virtue warm'd. 


Ev'n Memory's ſoft group ſhall paſs away, 
And heav'nly Fancy's brighteſt viſions fade, 

Till ev'ry faculty and ſenſe decay 

And Fate ſurround him with her endleſs ſhade. 
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Unbleſt is he, and born in evil hour, 
Whom tyrant-love with iron ſcepter ſways 
Who lull'd ſupine within his ſyren bow'r, 
Forgets the meed of honourable praiſe. 


Who pines in youth, while on his ſickly cheek, 
Blaſted by Love the drooping roles die; 
Whoſe heart to ev'ry manly effort weak, 


Melts in the ſoft expreſiion of a ſigh. 


Science or Fame in vain their charms diſplay, 
In vain convivial, ſocial hours invite; 

In moody indolence he waſtes the day, 
And reſtleſs toſſes all the live- Iong night. 


He loves the duſk of ev'ning, when the ſhades 
Paſs in long phalanx thro' the folemn wood, 


To woo pale twilight in her glimm'ring glades, 


And mark the moon-beam trembling on the food, 
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| Ev'n at the dead of night, when ſoft repoſe | | 
= Is fall'n on men, he leaves his thorny bed, 
And rambling thro' the fields, repeats his woes, 
Or on ſome bank deſponding leans his head. 


Happier for him had being been deny'd, 
Than that the canker Love ſhould nip his prime; 
Or that his frailties and his ſhame to hide, 
Unſummon'd to meet death were not a crime. 


ELEGY. 
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ON Miss *** yuO DIED IN HER FIFTH YEAR. 


ADDRESSED TO HER PARENTS, 


TOO ſoon the tidings reach'd my ear, 
Too ſoon my heart with ſorrow bled, 


She, to Remembrance ever dear, 
Lies number'd with the infant dead. 


Vet ere, dear girl! in accents ſofr, 
My lips pronounce the laſt adieu, 
Let Love preſent the childiſh draught, 


And F ancy paint each ſcene anew, 


When o'er the ſmoothly-poliſh'd cheek 
The roſy redneſs *gan to bloom, 
How ſweet the liſping lips would ſpeak !— 


How breath'd the fragrant breath perfume, 
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How oft with undeſigning art, 
And ev'ry ſoft endearing wile, 
She won the fond beholder's heart, 

And held it 'tangled in a ſmile ! 


Around her much lov'd Charlotte's waiſt, 
No more her arms ſhall Mary fold, 
No more by Charlotte be embrac'd, ' 
No more her brother's face behold. : 


For'oh | ſhe's fled ; around her grave 

Let Peace and Love their wings diſplay, 
And Innocence her boſom heave, 

And Beauty's roſeate blooms decay, 


While muſing o'er his ſiſter's urn, 
Her faded form the boy ſhall ſee, 
May he this awful leſſon learn, 
And be the leſſon learnt by me! 


Soon, very ſoon, we too muſt pay 

The debt to God and Nature due, 
And wing our rapid flight away, 

And preſs the crumbling turf like you. 


Yes! 
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Yes! we muſt die but if our feet 
Religion's ſacred path have trod, 

Then welcome death ; the pang is ſweet 
That gives us w the arms of God. 


« Farewell, my child !” the parents cry, 
« Celeſtial bleſſings on thy head,” 

e Yon guardian pow'rs that range the ſky 
cc Shall watch around thy lowly bed. 


« Go, Mary, find thy brothers, go, 

« And 'midſt the happy realms above, 
In one eternal union glow, 

In an eternity of love.“ 
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Undeck'd by Sculpture's trophies gay, 
This ſtone no other tale can tell 
Of her who claims this ſimple lay, 
Of her who fills this narrow cell ; 


Save that in Beauty's early bloom, 
The path of innocence ſhe trod, 
Save that her childhood found a tomb, 
Save that her ſpirit reſts with God, 
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TO DEL IA, 


— Pro qua non metuam mori, 
Si parcent animæ fata ſuperſtiti. 
Ho x. 


Penſive I wake the pleaſing ſtrain, 
While ſinks my heart in ſaddeſt woe, 
Yet never ſhall this heart complain, 
Of what it's doom'd to undergo: 


For while I feed this hopeleſs flame, 
And tune my ſorrows to the grove ; 

How bleſt! to ſigh my Delia's name, 
How bleſt in ſolitude to love. 


Then I ſome fav'rite author chuſe, 
Whoſe gentle boſom felt like mine ; 
Yet never did the maid accuſe, 
Nor tho' unhappy durſt repine ; 


Save 
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Save to the wild unheeding ſtream, 
That paſs'd in grateful murmurs by: 
Save to pale Cynthia's maiden beam, 
Or lent the plaintive gale a ſigh. 


The youth loves moſt, who leaſt complains ; 
(And that fond heart can love alone) 
Which if it neer a ſmile obtains, 
In Delia's peace forgets its own. 


I would not wiſh my love to hear 

A tale that dimm'd thoſe radiant eyes, 
Nor would I aſk the guſhing tear, 

Tho! ſwelling ſorrows round me riſe ; 


For well ſhe knows I love her true; 
But if that heart another own, 
Tis juſt that I this flame ſubdue, 


And abſent pour my fruitleſs moan. 


Yet muſt I love her, tho' ſhe doom 
This trembling breaſt to ſad deſpair, 

And haſt'ning to my early tomb 

I'll not forget my Delia there. 


For 


FEET 


For oſt when heſper's dewy lamp, 
Twinkles oer the twilight glade; 
Where theſe poor fading limbs are laid ! 


Then, if perchance my'charmer ſay, 
(While ſome kind friend my fate ſhall tell) 
« Ah reſts he on his bed of clay, 
« Who while he liv'd could love fo well ?* 


Pleas'd ſhall my ſpirit hover near, 

Drink the ſweet muſic of her tongue, 
While Delia drops the pitying tear, 
And ſilent ſteals rhe vales along. 

And when kind Morpheus downy rod, 
Has lull d thoſe orient lids to ſleep : 


Might I attend the gentle god, 
And round her bed ſweet vigils keep ; 


O, then, to ſooth my penſive ſhade l 
Be ev'ry tender ſcene expreſs'd, 
That won me to the charming maid, 
In rapt'rous viſions of the bleſt ! 
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Fancy ! forget the flatt'ring theme, 

Tis not for me ſuch bliſs to prove; 
Happy! if ſhe will deign eſteem, 

But never, never hope her love. 


To ſome tis fated to obtain 

All their fond paſſions aſk*d below; 
To others, lingering on in pain, 

To drink the bitter cup of woe. 


ODE TO SUPERSTITION. 
(A College Exerciſe, Nov. 5th, 1785.) 


« —_ _—_—FLEMIT ORE CRUENTO., 
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I. 
DAUGHTER of Att, pow'r accurſt ! 
| Whoſe right hand waves a bloody. rod, 
Whom bigot Rage and Frenzy nurſt, 
And bow'd thee to a tyrant's nod : 
Sullen Goddeſs ! at whoſe ſhrine 
Oft' the innocent have bled, 
Oft the ſons of freedom's line 
Have ſunk amongſt the dead ; 
Where'er amidſt the cloiſter'd gloom, 
And ſhades of ignominious Rome, 
| Perplex'd in Error's mazes blind, 
Thy devious footſteps ling'ring ſtray ; 
Grim-viſag'd Horror ſtalks behind, 
And Murder marks his way. 


II. Indulg'd 
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II. 


Indulg'd by thee in ſouthern climes, 

What deeds of darkneſs have been done: 
Secret treaſons, horrid crimes, 

Which ne'er beheld the ſun ; 

Moon- ſtruck Madneſs, frantic Fear, 

Follow, follow, in thy train, 

Deſpair, that drops an iron tear, 

And Anguiſh wild that knaws his chain: 
The wretch who flies to thee for aid, 
When Death's dread ſhafts his ſoul invade, 
Shall find thou haſt no pow'r to ſave; 

Aghaſt, he views th' eternal ſhore, 

Sighs for the refuge of the grave, 

And ſinks, to riſe no more. 


III. 
Ha! ſee amid yon deep'ning gloom 
What forms in long proceſſion riſe, 
Aſcending from the yawn'ning tomb, 
And upwards haſt'ning to the ſkies. 
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Heard you not how firm they ſtood, 
And all the tyrant's rage defy'd, 
How they ſteep'd their robes in blood, 
How they triumph'd, how they died? 
Victorious over Death and Time, 
In ev'ry diſtant age and clime, 
Their names ſhall live, to Mem'ry dear, 
For ever fair their virtues bloom ; 
And oft' with many an holy tear, 
Sweet Pity dew their tomb. 


IV. 
But lo! on Britain's ſea- girt ſhore, 
What woes her wretched ſons await, 
What dire events portentous low'r, 
Big with impending fate ; 
O'er the nobles of the land, 
Ober mighty James's royal head, 
Unknown, unſeen, ſome wizard hand, 
The woof of deſtiny has ſpread ; 
Where is the ſun's all chearing light ? 
His golden orb is loſt in night ; | 
TE D Swift 
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Swift pace the night - ſteeds to their goal, 
Dim thro' the duſk the ſtars appear, 
Horror ſeizes on the ſoul, 


And ſpirit- quenching Fear. 


V. 
Hell from beneath hath heard a ſound, 
Loudly thrice, and thrice it call'd, 
Her ſhaggy caverns trembled round, 
The King of terrors heard appall'd ; 
Tis done, tis done, a fury cry'd, 
As faintly flaſh'd the lightning's gleam, 
The cell, the nit'rous grain I ſpy'd, 
I ſnuff'd the fulphur's murky ſteam : 
Back thro” all th' infernal bound, 
Hell reverb rated the ſound ; 
Dire Expectation then was ſeen 
Along the infernal coaſt, 
With haggard look, and frantic mien, 
To glide—a penſive ghoſt ! | 


VI. Tia 
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VI. 


"Tis o'er, the hour of darkneſs dread, 
Sudden the frowning tempeſt paſt ; 
As o'er yon diſtant mountain's head 
The light cloud flies before the blaſt ; 
Britain's guardian pow'r ſhall ſhield 
The fav'rite iſle that owns her aid, 
Attend her heroes to the field, 


But haſte thee, Superſtition, far 
Where Slaughter rolls his rapid car, 
Amongſt the dying and the dead; 

Or 'midſt ſome howling deſart dwell, 
Or with the furies make thy bed, 
And meditate thy ſpell. 


VII. 
Britain's guardian, Þow'r benign 
Still on her rocks thy ſtation keep, 
To guard her ſea-girt iſle be thine, 
To roll her thunders thro' the deep: 
Da 


And ſave from harms when foes invade : 
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Nor 
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Nor thou, fair Piety, diſdain 

In heav'n-born Freedom's ſeat to dwell, 
With Virtue, native of the plain, 

With Science in her letter'd cell ; 
While Truth reflects your beams combin'd 
On the clear mirror of the mind— 
And often to your hallow'd ſhrine 

The muſe ſome votive gift ſhall bring, 
And Fancy, nymph of birth divine. 

Around your altars ſing. 


NEREITI 


N ER EI VATICINIUM: 


(Horace, Book I. Ode 15.) 


I. 

T W AS when young Paris from the Spartan ſhore 

The beauteous Helen bore, 

In heav'nly charms and youthful pride ; 

Nereus huſh'd the raging tide : 

The mutinous rulers of the deep, 

He forc'd in their dark caves to ſleep, 

The god divides his cryſtal ſprings, 

While to the prophet's ſtrain the deep reſponſive rings. 


II. 
Ill omens mark'd the fatal day 
That ſaw thy flying fail convey 


The fair, whom Sparta's daughters boaſt, 
To Phrygia's rock-encircl'd coaſt ; | 
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Impjous ! to ſteal a monarch's right, 
For this what myriads, bleed in fight ! 
For this old Priam's kingdom falls, 
I hear Greece thund'ring at his walls; 
I ſee the prancing ſteeds from far, 
Armies with armies cope in war : 
What more than toil each hero feels, 
How ruſh their ſounding chariot- wheels! 
Thick clouds of martial duſt ariſe, 
United clamours rend the ſkies; 
Already Pallas mounts her car, | 
Puts on her flaming helm, and all the rage of war, 


III. 


In vain, raſh youth, in vain, 
Preſerv'd by Venus guardian care, 
Shalt thou awake th' unwarlike ſtrain, 
And in looſe ringlets waving adorn thy golden hair, 
In vain, raſh youth, jn vain | | 
Shalt thou elude the Cretan ſpear, 
And all the terrors of the field, 
Wen ev 'n the braveſt fear i 
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Amidft the battle's loud alarms, 
Ajax like a god in arms, 
Bends o'er his chariot ſtern, and ſhakes his ſev'n-fold 


IV. 


Direct at thee, with matchleſs force, 

The ſtrong nerv'd warrior hurls his lance, 
(Meantime th embartl'd troops advance) 
Erring it falls, wide of its deftin'd courſe 
In vain, the fatal ſiſters have decreed | 

That thou ſhalt bleed; 
Heav'n ſhall revenge thy lawleſs luſt, 
And ſoil thy charms, adulterer, in the duſt. 


V. 
Death and Horror ſtalk around, | 
In ſwelling notes the ſhrill voic'd clarions ſound ! - 
I ſce Ulyfes from afar, | 
Skill'd in council, ſkill'd in war; 
| v4 And 
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And lo, along th* indented plain, 

What numbers move, a duſky train ! 

Vig'rous and brave, though grey in years, 

Yonder the Pylian ſage appears ; 

There Teucer, Sthenelus advance, 

And ſhake thy ſoul W 

Wary to hurl the flying ſpear, 

Or guide the flowing reins: 

His fiery ſteeds impetuous bear 

Illuſtrious Merion to the war: | 

There Piomed his moving legions leads, 

A ſon more gen'rous than his fire, 

Thick beams his poliſh'd helm, his armour flaſhes 
fire 


® 


VI. 


As in che flow'ry-broider'd vale, 
Soft on her graſſy couch reclin'd 
A milk-white deer ſurveys 
With wild amaze 


The 
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The griſly wolf; undmindful of her food, 
She ſtarts ; the light wing'd gale 
Can ſcarce o'ertake her flight 
And far ſhe leaves the murd'rous foe behind, 
Who licks his jaws impatient of her blood; 
So tim'rous ſhalt thou fly 

From the rough hero's ſight ; 

From the ſpear and javelin's harms, 

From foughten fields, and war's alarms, 

When heav'n and he ſhall bid thee die ; 
Death ſhall overwhelm thy ſoul with fear, 

Nor ſuch, when funk in Helen's arms, 

The promiſes you made to that deluded fair. 


VII. 


Awhile, and Ilion bleeds— 
Impatient great Achilles waits, 
Till friendly gales 

Invite his fails 


To 
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To bear him, arm'd in thunder, to the plain; 
Ten revolving years remain, 

Then Troy muſt fall (fo will the fates) 


And Trojan matrons mourn their ſons in battle 


flain. 


D 


ODE To MORNING. 


MILD beam of heav'n, thou daughter of the dawn, 
Come from thy eaſtern chambers ; thy moiſt lis 
Health's pureſt ſpirit breathe, 
And on thy cheek the roſe = 
Of health perennial blooms: O deign inſpire | 
A ſong which borrows all its hues from thee ; = 
Of fimple colouring all, 
Like the young blooms of ſpring 
And like thy flowing treſſes unconfin'd, 
In numbers wildly free, 
Salutes thy ſmiles ſerene ; 
Fled are the ſhades of night, in what retreat 
Shall we await them at the hour of noon ? 
In woods, in vallies deep, | 
And in the cleſts of rocks; 
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They fled 'ere yet the golden ſun had ris'n 
Over the ocean- wave, when hov ring miſts 
Difelos'd the grey-grown oaks, | 
For when thou com'ſt, O Morn, as thou art wont, 
veird in heav'ris azure robe, which fairy Spring 
With curious fingers wove 
Of mingled blooms and flow'rs, | 
Nature delighted ſmiles; a voice is heard 
Of gratulation through her wide domain, 
Front ev'ry Tiving thing 
That moveth on the earth, 
Or wings ſublime the liquid clement, 
Or in the beds of ocean dwells unſeen, 
Where huge Leviathan 
Embroils in ſport the deep; 
The floods rejoice ; hills, woods and vallies ring; 
With univerſal ſhout, they clap their hands, 
And from a thouſand ſhores | 


Return the ſolemn hymn : 
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The birds their quire apply, and pour their throats | 
In ſtrains of warbl'd minſtrelſy, deep-felt, 
The liſt'ning heart attends : 
Now while the ſun climbs up the ſteep of heav'n, 
Bchold the proſpect brighten ! wood and lawn, 
Grey tow'r and airy cliff 
Emerge, and ruſtic fane, 
And diſtant villa boſom'd deep in trees; 
While thro” the laughing air a radiance waves 
Of ſun-beams that with gold 
' Illume the village ſpire. 
Now to ſome eminence, whence wide around 
The various colour'd country lies effus'd, 
Oft hies the impaſſion'd youth 
Whom hallow'd genius fires 
With warm poetic pencil to expreſs 
The breathing landſcape, while an unſkill'd muſe 
In ſylvan ſhades conceal'd 
Deſigns this ſimple wreath 


To 
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To braid thy flowing trefſes, meeł ey d morn, 
And tries his Doric reed with weak eſfay, 
Thou not unfavoring deem 
Of his unpratic'd ſong. 


* 
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ODE To MELANCHOLY. 


SISTER of ſoft ey'd Pity, hail ! 
Say in what deep-ſequeſter'd vale, 
Thy head upon thy hand reclin'd, 
Sitt'ſt thou to watch the laſt faint gleams of light; 
To mark the grey miſts ſail along the wind, 
And ſhadows dim that veil the brow of night ? 
Or *neath ſome rock abrupt and ſteep, 
Hear'ſt thou the hoarſe reſounding deep, 
While from many a murky cloud, 
Blue light'nings flaſh by fits, and pealing loud 
The ſolemn thunder ſhakes th' aerial hall? 
Or lonely loit ring o'er the plain, 
Sce'ſt thou the glimm'ring landſcape fade, 
And bidd'ſ the ſoul- commanding lyre 
Some ſuch magic numbers chuſe 
As love and tenderneſs inſpire, 
And Heav'ns own calm around diffuſe, 
Till the forrow-ſoothing ſtrain 


8 ODE TO MELANCHOLY. 


On the rapt ear with nectar d ſweetneſs fall, 


Liſt'ning; and held in mute Attention's chain 


And all the foul diſſolv d and fainting lie 
— holy trance, and heav'nly ecſtacy. 


II. 


O teach me, Nymph, retir'd and coy, 
That laſting and ſubſtantial joy 
From peace of mind, and ſweet content that ſprings, 
And caſt thy milder tints o'er all | 
That may my wilder'd feet befall, 
While chro' this vale of tears I go 
But never may my ſoul thoſe ſorrows know, 
Which ſhook from bleak Misfortune's wings, 
Blaſt all the bloom of life, and wide diffuſe 
Their cold ungenial damps on Fancy and the Muſe. 
Nor yet permit my ſteps to ſtray 
Where on the river's marge fits wild Deſpair, 
Wiſtfully gazing on the fearful deep ; 
Whoſe looks the dark reſolve declare, 
| Whoſe horrid thoughts have murder'd ſleep : 


Hence 


ODE TO MELANCHOLY. 


Hence too that other fiend whoſe eye-balls glare, 
Madneſs, who loudly laughs when others weep, 
And fiercely ſtalks around, and ſhakes his chain; 
Hence far away, ye hideous train, 
Go, join the ſhrieking ſtygian crew, 
or there where Furies in their bow'r, 
Watch the dreadful midnight-hour, 
Hung o'er the taper dim and furnace blue ; 
But ne'er with madd'nihg ſteps invade 
The Muſes? conſecrated ſhade, 
Or bid her ſoothing Numbers ceaſe 
To bleſs the tranquil hour of Peace 
Where Love and Joy their ſabbath keep, 


Whom Rapture only taught to weep. 


III. 


Come then, with Fancy by thy ſide, 
In all thy robes of flowing ſtate, 
To Genius evermore ally d, 
On whom the penſive Pleaſures wait; 
E Teach 
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Teach me to build the lofty rhime, 
And lift my daring ſong ſublime 
To that unequall'd pitch of thought, 
Which once the ſeraph, Milton, caught, 
| When rapt in his immortal theme, 
He mvs'd, by Siloa's hallow'd ſtream ; 
But ſince this boon muſt be deny'd, 
Be mine that ſolemn dirge of woe 
Breath'd from the tender lyre of Gray, 
Who oft' at ev'ning's fall would go 
To pour mid'ſt ruſtic tombs his poliſh'd lay ; 
Th hiſtoric draught ſhall never fade, 
And many a youth to fame unknown, 
Shall bend beneath the yew tree's ſhade, 
To trace the line that marks his ſtone ; 
There ſhall the village-maids be ſeen 
Where the forefathers of the hamlet ſleep ; 
And while the muſe records the ſcene, 
Hang o'er their turf-clad graves and weep ; 
Oblivion's rude and waſtful hand | 
Shall ne'er this little group efface ; 
For Time ſhall bid the colours ſtand 
And lend their charms a finiſh'd grace. 
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IV. 


Nor yet where Auburn crowns the ſawling vale, 
Paſs, thou lorn maid, unheeding by; 
Where yon poor matron tells her tale, 
And points to the enquiring eye, 
Where once her little manſion ſtood, 
Shelter'd by a neighb'ring wood ; 
Recording in her homely phraſe 
The ſimple joys of former days: 
Thus then, O Melancholy ! o'er my lays 
Thy faintly veil of ſadneſs throw ; 
And give my numbers void of art, 
To touch the thought, to reach the heart, 
And bid the tear of Pity flow ; 
For if the muſe may &er unblam d deſign, 
Or if her hand can colour ought ; 
'Tis when thy ſpirit prompts the line, 
Gives manlineſs to verſe, and energy to thought. 
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HYMN o ry TRIUMPH 


FOR VICTORY OBTAINED IN WAR. 
(See the 18th Pſalm.) 


—— AC vue; ud Gesel 
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Francis Porti de Pſalm 3 Serrans 


THEE will I ſing, Almighty Maker, Thee 
Father of all ! whether the riſing ſun 
Sheds forth his golden beams, or when at night 
The moon unveils her orb : Thou art my ſtrength, 
My ſafeguard and my fortreſs of defence. 
Againſt the day of battle : me ſurround, 
On either ſide the dreadful files of war, 
Army with army mix'd, and hoſt with hoſt, 
They, like a torrent pour : beneath the weight 
Of dire Oppreſſion, I to th' heav'n of heav'ns 

E 3 | Direct 
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Direct my pray'r, and truſt his pow'r ſupreme, 
Who ſtills the ſtorm, and rules the troubl'd ſeas. 


Me heard th' Omnipotent, from where he fits 
Enthron'd, and weighing the events of things : 
Then too the frighten'd earth with huge diſmay 
Shook to the centre ; and the reeling hills 
Retir'd, and ſought th* Ocean's utmoſt verge 
Precipitant, and fearful of his ire, 

Terrific, ſtreaming thro” th' aerial void! 

At his approach th' eternal mountains ſhook, 
At his approach th' eternal mountains fled; 

For not as on Creation's joyful morn }. . 
Appear'd He ; when yon radiant-circling ſpheres 
To dulcet ſymphonies his praiſe attun'd, 


And hoſts of ſeraphs bright, on ſwifteſt wing 


Deſcending, hallow'd ev'ry vocal ſhade ;— 

His ſounding quiver rattI'd at his ſide, 

And ſuch his count'nance ſeem'd, that to compare 
Dark were the bluſhes of the crimſon morn 


- 
- 


Fann'd by ſoft airs, her treſſes flaming gold; 
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Around him throng'd aſſembled hierarchies, 
Princedoms, dominions, ſaints, and orders bright 

Of angels hymning loud his pow'r and praiſe : 

High o'er him hung a duſky veil of clouds, 

Skirted with gold ; while from his radiant face 

Shot light ineffable; and the wing'd tempeſt 
Impetuous led along his rolling car, 

Swift follow'd by his flame-clad miniſters, 

Dazzling the eye of noon : beneath him roll'd 

Thick darkneſs, and his bright artillery *. 
Rung thro' the empyreum as he came | 

Hors'd on a flaming cherubim ; or walk'd 

On the ſonorous pinions of the winds. | 1 


Tremendous King of Glory! what returns 
Of gratitude, what love to thee is due 
From me unworthieft, yet accepted moſt 
In favours high ; thy goodneſs knows no bounds, 
God of my fathers! from the extreme verge 
Of earth, to higheſt heav'n thy mercy aſcends | 
O! while th' angelic hoſts in bright array 
K E 4 Aſſembled 
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Aſſembled round thy throne, rehearſe thy deeds 
Triumphant, to the lining hierarchies, 

Say, ſhall my feeble accents dare thy praiſe, 

Or leſſen thy perſecl ions with a ſong ? 


Yet, O my ſoul, when gratitude inſpires, 

Shall the weak lay forbid the trembling nerve 
To wake the vocal ſtring? No, let me ſtrive 
Louder and louder yet to ſtrike the lyre 
To Him, who liſtens when his ſervant prays; 

8 To him, who like a tender parent loves, 
Supreme of all below, and all in heav'n: 
This then be my ſupport, propitious pow'r ! 
That I've a God who hears my juſt complaints, 
And hearing, will relieve : that I've a God 
Who muſt delight in virtue; and where he finds 
That virtue, will reward it : King of Kings! 
To Thee the lute ſhall languiſh ; pealing loud 
Midſt the full choir, ſonorous, deep and clear 
The lyre accord it's ſolemn- breathing ſtrains. 

| Giver of all things good ! Thyſelf the beſt 
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And wiſeſt ; ever ſhall my grateful ſong 

Thy praiſe attune with acclamations loud; 

In Thee the righteous truſt, ſecure of bliſs 

Beyond the ſtars : in Thee the wretched find 

A ſafe aſylum from the ſtorms of life ; 

Thou wilt ſupport the weak, abaſe the proud, 

And raiſe the humble penitent. Thou me 

Above my peers exalteſt, and my head 

With glory crown'ſt; oft” midſt th' embattl'd plain 

Re-echoing like the artillery of heav'n, 

Thy ſounding footſteps ſhake the diſtant hills 

And mountains wild; oft” thro' the dun air beams 

Thy ſtar-beſpang'd helm and burniſh'd car 

Flaſhing thick flames ; yon high o'er-arching vault 

Thy fingers ſpread ; yon fair etherial fires 

Thou gav'ſt to glow : O might they warm my ſtrain, 

That ſometimes dares beyond the narrow bounds 

Of theſe terreſtrial, theſe inferior ſcenes, 

To ſoar on Rapture's plume, and join the theme 
Hymn'd to celeſtial lyres ; a theme, how vaſt | 

| Yet to be ſung by me while life remains ; 

By me, when death the barrier has remov'd, 
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That in ſad exile the free ſpir't confines, 
(Native of heav'n !) to breathe the inſpiring air 
Of that immortal clime; to tread the courts 
Of life and glory ; o'er yon azure fields 
Expatiate free; taſte every ſolid joy 

That Virtue can expect, or bliſs can give, 

Or ſaints participate, or angels feel: 

While ev'ry faculty and ev'ry ſanſe 

Is loſt in wonder, or with tranſport burns. 


Guard me, Omnipotence! and guide me ſafe 
Thro' war's blind mazes, intricate, perplex'd, 
And dang'rous to tread ; be thou my ſhield 
Gen'ral Divine ! who oft haſt put to flight 
The enemy; tho? diſbelieving they, 

Till the dire thunder of thy arm they felt, 

And thy wing'd light'ning's ſpeed :—O timely lend 
Thy aid propitious ; mid'ſt the tempeſt ſmile, 

Steel ev'ry nerve; direct the flying ſhaft, 

And o'er me ſpread the banners of thy love. 


Firm, 
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Firm, and immoveable his promiſe ſtands 
To David, and his ſeed ; in frequence full 
Of angels, by a ſolemn oath confirm'd, 
Wherewith th' eternal palace of heav'n ſhook ; 
While from the bliſsful hills of Paradiſe 
Myriads of gods, and godlike forms deſcend, 
And pour along the ſky, then proſtrate fall 
In adoration loſt. Bepeath the ſtars, 
Inhabitant of this A sed mould, 
I too attempt thy praiſe in lowly verſe, 
Lowly myſelf, yet never ſhall my reed 
Be ſilent ; by freſh fountain, hill, or dale, 
Grotto, or azure lake, or ſilver ſtream, 
There, where young Solitude delights to ſtray 
Waſhing her treſſes fair in ev'ning-dews, 
On the lone night-bird trills her plaintive ſtrain, 
To Thee, almighty Love! 1'll wake the lyre. 
Hail, ever gracious Pow'r | Supreme of things 
Father of Univerſe ! the ſpacious world 
Echoes thy praiſe, and diſtant lands rejoice 
In thy protection ſafe ; beneath the ſhade, 


Reclin'd at large, the ſhepherd tunes thy praiſe 
© 


To 
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To groves, and ſylvan fountains ; or at eve, 
When Quiet meets him in the peaceful vale, 
Or when the lark upriſes from his couch 

To hail the roſy morn :—but ceaſe my ſtrain ! 
Since hoſts angelic but attempt his name, 
What can thy vocal ſhell, and weak eſſay? 


T H 1 


TEARS or FREEDOM, 


A SACRED PASTORAL. 
(See 137th Palm.) 


oN the banks where Euphrates rolls rapid away, 

The beautiful azure of whoſe cryſtal flood 
Paints the meads, paints the borders of Babylon gay, 
Judæs's ſad exiles diſconſolate ſtood, 


Qur hearts with the pangs of Oppreſſion were'wrung, 
Our eyes with the tears of Remembrance ran o'er, 

Our harps on the murmuring willows we hung, 
Our harps of ſweet melody, vocal no more ! 


When our enemies tauntingly bid us renew _ 
The ſongs which in Zion we whilom did 3 

But how, while our boſoms dire ſlavery rue, 
O! how ſhall we kindle to rapture the ftring ? 
Forlorn 
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Forlorn, and abandon'd, the children of woe, 
At morn, and at eve, o'er the wild hills we'll roam, 
Our tears for Jeruſalem ever ſhall flow, 


For our parents, our country, religion and home ! 


No! if 1 forget thee, thou city all glorious, 
Where I paſs'd the gay ſeaſon, the bloom of my days, 
No more may this hand ſweep the lyre ſymphonious, 


No more may my voice ſwell the choir of praiſe ! 


Vet, remember us, Lord, remember the hour, 


When we fell to the ſpoilers of Edom a prey, 
Erelong on their heads let thy red vengeance pour, 
Nor check'd be it's fury, nor diſtant the day 


Hear, impious tyrant ! what heav'n ordains, 
(For fix'd is thy fate, and the ſentence is juſt) 

Thy palaces ſoon ſhall be cruſh'd on the plains, 

The tow'rs of Babylon ſink in the duſt ! 


Yes I ſoon the fall'n ruins of Grandeur among 

The fox ſhall abide, the dark adder ſhall crawl ; 
The bittern ſhall moan forth a querulous ſong, 

And pale Deſolation fit dumb on the wall. 


Thy 
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Thy ſons and thy daughters ſhall fall by the ſtroke, 
O'er thy fanes overturn'd creep the poiſonous weed : 
The rod of thy pow'r, O tyrant is broke, 
And daſh'd on the pavement thy children ſhall bleed. 


No tear ſhall be ſhed o'er the tombs of the brave ; 
No ſolace the ghoſts of thy princes ſhall know, 

Nor Time on his tablet their actions engrave, 

But conſign to oblivion, perdition and woe. 


M ORAL 


MORAL REFLECTIONS, 


OCCASIONED BY A REMARKABLE FINE DAY IN 


| FEBRUARY. 
| 


| WHEN Winter's chilly hand has bar'd the woods, 
1 In adamantine fetters lock d the floods, 

Deſpoil'd fair Nature of her dazzling veſt, | 
And ſnatch'd gay Summer's blown roſe from her breaſt ; 
Nor left one flow'ret on the waſted vale 

To ſhed its ſweetneſs on the paſſing gale ; 

When winds and beating rain each ſcene deform, 

And o'er the bleak hill hangs the black' ning ſtorm, 
Rough on the eye the landſcape ſtretches round, 

Far as th' horizon marks th' unſettl'd bound ; 

Rough on the ear the ſounding torrents roar, 

The wild waves break indignant on the ſhore ; 

Such is the ſcene dread winter holds to view, 

The ſketch the muſe's flying pencil drew, — 

But ſhould the orient morn, advancing meek 

Suffuſe a placid bluſh o'er Nature's cheek, 


And 
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And balmy zephyrs born on tepid wing, 
Anticipate the beauties of the ſpring ; 
Sweet on the ſoul the ſhort illuſion plays, 

And the full heart burſts forth in ſongs of praiſe, ' 

To Him, who chac'd the wintry clouds away, 

To him who ting'd with gold the morning's genial ray. 


Hence was a Moral to my heart convey'd, 
And Nature's voice thus whiſper'd as I ſtray d: 


« Man, learn a truth from what theſe ſcenes unfold, 
(Who reads may learn, and needs but to behold) 
cc A truth, which beaming on thy clouded mind, 
« May chace thy doubts, and prove that God is kind. 
c For ſay, O ſon of earth when o'er thy ſoul, 
« AMidtion bids her turbid waters roll ; 
c When dark-ecy'd malice points her venom'd dart, 
« Or Envy ſends it rankling to the heart, 
« If Friendſhip's cool air indicate miſtruſt, 
* And earth's enjoyments fade, as fade they muſt ; . 
ce Yet if thy ſoul unſhaken, uneſtrang d, 
« Stand firm, by time or circumſtance unchang'd, 

F Firrr. 
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* Firm on that rock where Hope has fix d her ſeat, 

* On life's wide ocean while the tempeſts beat; 

Yet if thy thoughts, thy wiſhes tend above, 

* On Faith's ſtrong pinions tow'rds the realms of love, 

* Know, ſweet Content ſhall come with quick'ning 

pow r, 

© To ſhed her ſun- ſhine on life's varying hour, 

te With ſacred truths the placid breaſt to warm, 

* And call forth pleaſure from the meaneſt form, 

te Then ſhall the green mead deck'd by playful Spring 

c Airs, gently wafted on Favonian wing, 

The hills high ſummit, the extended plain, 

te The tufted foreſt and the azure main, 

*© Then ſhall the changeful ſeaſons as they roll, 

e Waft gratitude, waft rapture to thy ſoul : 

te And though the pale moon ſhould withdraw her 
| light, 

i And the ſun's glorious orb be quench'd in night, 

© Yer then, ey'n then, ſhall truth's immortal ray, 

te Stream thro' the manſions of eternal day, 

te Where ſhines unveil'd a God's unclouded blaze, 

e And choiring ſeraphs ſwell the hymn of praiſe. 

$OLILOQUY 
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OFT” as I tread the dewy garden through, 
Where various plants and flow'rets riſe to view, 
Where the pleas'd eye amid the charming ſcene 
Drinks the pure azure, and the lively green, 
Unſettl'd where to fix, where all delight, 

The pink, the roſe, or lily's native white ; 

Thus to myſelf I fay ; Great God! thy pow'r, 

Form'd the bright ſeraph, and the humble flow'r, 

The ſmalleſt of thy works thy notice claun, 

As the wide ocean, or the heav'nly frame, 

The God of Nature views with equal eye, 

A worm, a man, an angel, or a fly; 

All he protects: —ſay then, ſhall man deſpair? 

Next to the angels, born his fav'rite care? 

By him the raven, and the ſparrow's fed, 

Shall then his children want their daily bread ? 

He dreſs'd yon ranks of flow'rs in vernal pride, 

Shall then the needful veſtment be dend? 
F 2 Te 
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* Firm on that rock where Hope has fix d her ſeat, 

* On life's wide ocean while the tempeſts beat; 

te Yet if thy thoughts, thy wiſhes tend above, 

* On Faith's ſtrong pinions tow'rds the realms of love, 

* Know, ſweet Content ſhall come with quick'ning 

pow, 

* To ſhed her ſun-ſhine on life's varying hour, 

te With ſacred truths the placid breaſt to warm, 

* And call forth pleaſure from the meaneſt form, 

ce Then ſhall the green mead deck'd by playful Spring 

e Airs, gently wafted on Favonian wing, 

The hills high ſummit, the extended plain, 

te The tufted foreſt and the azure main, 

e Then ſhall the changeful ſeaſons as they roll, 

* Waft gratitude, waft rapture to thy ſoul : 

te And though the pale moon ſhould withdraw her 

light, 

i And the ſun's glorious orb be quench'd in night, 

e Yer then, ey'n then, ſhall truth's immortal ray, 

* Stream thro' the manſions of eternal day, 

te Where ſhines unveil'd a God's unclouded blaze, 

* And choiring ſeraphs ſwell the hymn of praiſe. 
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OFT” as I tread the dewy garden through, 
Where various plants and flow'rets riſe to view, 
Where the pleas'd eye amid the charming ſcene 
Drinks the pure azure, and the lively green, 
Unſettl'd where to fix, where all delight, 

The pink, the roſe, or lily's native white ; 

Thus to myſelf I ſay; Great God! thy pow'r, 
Form'd the bright ſeraph, and the humble flow'r, 
The ſmalleſt of thy works thy notice claim, 
As the wide ocean, or the heav*nly frame, 
The God of Nature views with equal eye, 
A worm, a man, an angel, or a fly; 


All he protects: —ſay then, ſhall man deſpair ? 
Next to the angels, born his fav'rite care ? 
By him the raven, and the ſparrow's fed, 

Shall then his children want their daily bread ? 
He dreſs'd yon ranks of flow'rs in vernal pride, 
| Shall then the needful veſtment be deny'd? == 

F 2 


70 SOLILOQUY IN A GARDEN, 


Ye ſons of men! on Nature's Sire depend, 
The tend'reſt parent, and the trueſt friend; 
From Him the tenants of the leafy grove 
Receive their ſood, and live upon his love! 
He bids the violet, and the bluſhing roſe 
To balmy gales their beauteous hues diſcloſe ; 
Simply ſublime, and negligent of art, 
They ſend the moral to the liſt' ning heart; 
*© Seck more than outward charms ;—the lovelieſt 
te form 
« Bends to the blaſt, or ſcarce outlives the ſtorm z 
* Or grant that winds and tempeſts ne'er invade, 
« How ſoon, alas ! the beauteous colours fade ! 
* Such, man! thy fate; they ſay, or ſeem to ſay ; 
* Thy youth once paſt, how faſt thy years decay ! 
* Perhaps with vigor bleſt, in youthful bloom, 
te Death unrelenting, ſweeps thee to the tomb; 
6 Or ſhould indulgent heav'n prolong thy breath, 
e Still muſt thou fall beneath the ſtroke of death: 
te Be virtue then thy aim! and pleas'd ſurvey 
Life's unſubſtantial proſpects paſs away; 
Then 
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« Then bid the tempeſt rage, the manſion nod, 

« *T'will but reſign thee to the arms of God, 

t For ever fix thee in the tealms above, 

* Where Hope is known no more, and Faith is loſt in 
cc Love. 


DESCRIPTION 
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GROTTO or CALYPSO. 
[From F E N E L ON.) 


ONWARD ſhe led, encircl'd by a troop 
Of youthful nymphs ; ſhe o'er them by the head 
Tow'ring conſpicuous ; as ſome ſtately oak 
Amid ſt the foreſt-trees which throng him round 
Lifts his fair growth of Made ; th' enchanting glow 
Of heav'nly beauty, her rich purple robe 
Looſe- floating, and her long ambroſial hair, 

That in bright ringlets round her iv'ry neck 

Wav'd to the gales; that animated fire 

Which dazzled from her eyes, but temper'd ſtill 
With mildeſt beams, Telemachus beheld 
With looks of admiration and delight: , 
While Mentor follow'd low, with downcaſt looks 


Of 
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Of modeſt ſilence the young hero's ſteps. 

Now at the entrance of Calypſo's grot 

Arriv'd, Telemachus admiring view'd, 

Veil'd in the guiſe of rude fimplicity, 

All that could charm the eye; tho? there nor gold, 
Nor burniſh'd ſilver flam'd; nor column tall 
Aſpiring roſe, nor had the pencil breath'd 
Spontaneous, native hues, nor Sculpture grac'd 
The various ſylvan ſcene : for Nature's hand 
Deep in the adamantine rock had ſcoop'd 

The wild receſs, with ſhells and pebbles roof'd, 
Around whoſe fides the pliant foliag'd vine 
Wreath'd his young limbs luxuriant ; gentle gales 
Fanning the ſeaſon's ſultry brow, allay'd 

The ſun's hot beam, and ſhed delicious cool ; 
Nor fountains ceas'd to murmur, as they roll'd 
Their waves tranſlucent o'er the broider'd mead, 
Of amaranth, and violets inwrought; 

Or in their mazy courſe combining form'd 
Baths clear as cryſtal ; flowrs of faireſt leaf 
Enamell'd the green carpet which around 
Border'd the ſylvan grot ; thick tufted trees * 


- 
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Spread in a foreſt-ſhade, laden with fruits 

Of vegetable gold, whoſe flower renew'd 

Thro? ev'ry ſeaſon it's bright bloom, and ſhed 
Sweeteſt of all perfumes ; the darkſome grove 
Seem'd with its head to crown the beauteous mead, 
And form'd a night within impenetrable 

To the ſun's piercing beam ; there nought was heard, 
Save all day long the chant of birds, that choir'd 
Harmonious ; or ſound of rivulet that ruſh'd 
Precipitant down the ſteep rock, and broke 

In foam and miſt ; then ſwift acroſs the mead 
Driv'n from it's baſe in plaintive murmurs fled. 


On a green mounts' declivity the grot 

Stood eminent ; whence the pleas'd eye beheld 

The broad ſea's azure ſurface ſometimes ſmooth 

As is the poliſh'd mirror, or enrag'd 

With bootleſs violence the wild waves claſh 

Gainſt the firm rocks; lifting their monſtrous heads 

Like mountains huge; on th' other fide appear'd 

A river, where were ſeveral iſles inclos'd 
Wich blooming limes and poplars interchang'd, 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe proud tops pierc'd the clouds; the clear canals 
Which form'd thoſe pleaſant iſles ſeem'd to diſport 

' Delighted, o'er the plain; ſome rapid roll'd 

Their limpid currents; others ling'ring led 

A peaceful ſleepy ſtream ; in many a maze 
Revolving, theſe towards their ſource return'd 
Murm'ring, and ſeem'd unwilling to forſake 

Thoſe happy borders: diſtant far uprear'd 

Mountains and hills their bluiſh tops, half hid 
Midſt the white clouds, whoſe form romantic crown'd 
The horizon, and charm'd th? attentive eye. 

The neighb'ring hills ſtood cloth'd with vines, that 
hung 

In gay feſtoons; where the empurpl'd grape 

Betwixt the green leaves ſwell'd its ſhining orbs, 

And bow'd the parent branch ; the fig-tree there 
Olive, and pomegranate, all to the ſmell 

Or taſte delectable, the landſcape crown'd, 

Which like a cultivated garden ſmil'd. 


MENTOR's 


. . 


MENTOR's Reproof f TELEMACHUS, 
for his taking too much Pleaſure in viewing the beauti- 
ful Tunics the Nymphs bad prepared for each of them. 


— — Sap, ought ſuch thoughts as theſe 
To take poſſeſſion of the ſoften'd heart 
Of great Ulyſſes' ſon ? O, rather aim 
To emulate thy father's high renown, 
To ſteel thy breaſt with virtue, and defy 
Th' envenom'd ſhafts of fortune; the vain youth 
Who loves to deck him in a gorgeous garb - 
Deſerves not glory; glory only dwells 
With that high mind, to pains and toils inur'd, 
With him, who bows the ſenſual pleaſures low 
Beneath the juſt ambition of his ſoul. 


THE SONG oF THE NYMPHS. 


——— the Nymphs with treſſed locks 
Clad in white habits miniſter'd a repaſt 
Simple, but exquiſite for taſte and kind, 
Tho” there the only viands were of birds 
Which they had taken in their toils, or fleſh 
Of beaſts, by their unerring arrows pierc'd 
Midſt the warm chace ; from ſilver vaſes flow d 
Wines of nectareous flavour into cups 
Of burniſh'd gold, crown'd with gay flow'rs; nor there 
Was wanting of the early fruits which Spring 
Smiling beſtows, or Autumn's laviſh hand 
Show'rs on the earth ; meantime four graceful nymphs 
In youth's bright bloom, the faireſt of their train 
Began a choral hymn. Firſt they rehears'd 
The battles of the giants, when they warr'd 
On heav'ns immortal pow'rs ; the fabl'd loves 
Of Jupiter and Semele, and birth 
Of roſy Bacchus ; how tif infant-god 
Nurs'd by the old Silenus guardian care 


_ Grew 
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Grew into jolly youth ; next was the race 

Of Atalanta ſung, and Hippomene, 

Who with th' inticement of thoſe golden fruits 
Gather'd in th Heſperian gardens won 


The victory and the maid ; laſt were rehears'd 
The wars of Troy, Ulyſſes' val'rous deeds ; 


The wiſdom of his councils and renown 
Highly were celebrated ; firſt in the train 
Of the young nymphs, Leucothoe attun'd 
To the ſoft voices of the reſt her lyre, 
Breathing the ſoul of harmony ; when, lo! 
The name of him, whom he ſo long had ſought 
With fruitleſs ſearch, and ſtill rever'd and lov'd 
With duteous, fond regret ; ſudden around 
Diffus'd a gloom, and melted all the youth 

To filial emotion ; down his cheek 
The ſilent tear ſtole graceful, and the fluſh 
Of ſenſibility o'er beauty's hue 

Shew'd with a double charm : the goddeſs ſaw 
His cauſe of grief, which not the genial board 
Had pow'r to chaſe, and to her virgin's made 
A ſign: they chang'd the ſtrain, and inſtant ſung 
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The battle of the L. apithans and fierce 
Theſſalian Centaurs, and the fam'd deſcent 
Of Orpheus to the ſhades, thence to regain 
His lovely, loſt—twice-loſt Euridice. 


79 


_ 0 - _ . - — 


* 


— ͥ ́ — — — — ñ — — — — . ay 


: 
: 
* 
: 


0 n m 2 T 8. $1 
LS. OO WH WH RE T KL 
To SIMPLICITY. 


DEAR Goddeſs of each amiable muſe | 

If ſuch unſkilful words as poets uſe, 

May gain acceptance at thy hallow'd ſhrine, 
"Tis when thy ſpirit breathes in ev'ry line: 
Thoſe only whom thou wilt permit to dwell 
Within thy peaceful, thy ſequeſter'd cell, 

Who imitate thy manners in their ſong, 

To whom thy graces, and thy lyre belong, 
Shall from thy hand Fame's ſacred meed receive, 
Shall in Time's memorable annals live; 

Me, nymph ! would'ſt thou permit with thee to dwell, 
Within thy filent, woodbine-wov'n cell, 

Thy pleaſing manners ſhould my lyre rehearſe, 
Thy graces live eternal in my verſe. 


G SONNET 
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SONNET II. 
To TRE R OS E. 


DAUGHTER of Summer, Roſe of fragrance, hail ! 
Whoſe finely-pencil'd cheek of crimſon hue, 

In traits divine enamcur'd Nature drew, 

Paſſing each flow'r that ſcents th' am'rous gale, 

Violet, or hyacinth, or primroſe pale; 

Come, lovely gueſt! yon vaulted arches blue, 

Are burniſh'd o'er with gold, the meads with dew, 
Come, bid the garden emulate the vale : 

What grace is in thy ev'ty leaf pourtray'd, 

What vivid tints thy beauteous form compoſe ! 
How poor is Raphael's art ! how coarſe the ſhade ! 
Compar'd with thy rich foliage, charming Roſe; 

O! when, like thine, life's tranſient bloom ſhall fade, 
May Virtue's laſting ſweets ſurvive the cloſe ! 
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SONNE T III. 

To Txt SPRING: 
PROFUSE of dews, impregning purple flow'rs 
That dothe yon green turf, and ſlant hillock gay; 
With which erſt Flora deck'd in trim array, 

Blithe Spring ! thy genial months, and handmaid hours, 
Give me (if love and verſe may boaſt ſuch pow'rs) 
Dantes', or Arioſto's paſſion'd lay ; 

Or his, that did fair Laura's boſom ſway, 

Who woo'd her ſpirit mid Vacluſe's bow'rs ; 

Nor fairer was the nymph he lov'd than mine; 
Then, gentle Spring ! a fav'ring ſmile beſtow, 

So will I hail thee in this artleſs line, 

As thou doſt pity my unfeigned woe ; 

And crown large goblets of Falernian wine; 

With flow'rs, that at thy maiden-biddance blow: 
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SONNET IV. 
7 


ON THE PLEASURES OF A POETICAL TASTE. 


SWEET is the crimſon morning's roſeate ray, 

And ſweet the nightingale's mellifiuous lay, 

The mead's ſoft carpet, the green-mantl'd hill, 

The whiſp'ring zephyr, and the chryſtal rill, 

Each rural proſpect, and each rural ſound, 

Which breathes, when Maia comes the fields around ; 

Where, when the moon-beam on the ſmooth ſtream 
plays, 

With pauſing ſtep the child of nature ſtrays ; 

But nor the lamp of morn, nor nightbird's ſong, 

Nor ſound of paſt'ral reed the groves among, 

Nor whiſp'ring breeze, nor hillocks verdant ſwell, 

Pleaſe like the muſe's heav'n- inſtructed ſhell, 

But nor green meadows, nor the moon-light ſtream, 

Pleaſe, like the muſe's lyre midſt contemplation's dream. 
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To Taz M O O N. 


THOU, that conſpicuous o'er the weſtern main 
Rideſt ſublime ; refulgent queen of night, 
Enkindl'd from th' exhauſtleſs ſource of light, 

Shines thy fair lamp, and glorious is thy reign; 

For when the god that fires th' etherial plain 
No longer pours a flood of glories bright, 
And the dim landſcape ſwims before the fight, 
Soft Heſper leads along her ſtarry train ; 

But thou, thy mellow radiance ſhooting far, 

|  Chaſeſt the horrors of the night away, 
And ſtooping from thy ſilver- axl'd car 

Giv'ſt to the world a milder ſofter day; 
Never ſhalt thou, or Ev'ning's dewy ſtar 
Re unpropitious to the poet's lay. 
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S O N NET VI. 


— 


WRITTEN IN A GROT To, 


WHOE'ER by mufing Contemplation led 
Loves the wild beauties of this ſilent dell; 

Let him bid ev'ry ſelfiſh wiſh farewell, 
To woo ſweet Quiet in this ſylvan ſhed ; 

Here, when the ftar of ev'ning lifts his head 
Mild-twinkling o'er the ruſtic's humble cell, 
Sweet Philomel her ſad ſong mourneth well; 
And when Nights' ſable-banner'd hoſts are fled, 

The ſoaring ſky-lark gratulates the dawn; 

Here ſweet contentment trims his ev ning fire, 
Or trips with Health along the laughing lawn, 

While vernal airs the hymn of joy inſpire ; 

| Here the young ſhepherd feeds his harmleſs fawn, 
And here the Muſes wake the ſimple lyre. 
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REACH me my lyre ! the Warriors will be here 
E'er the red ſtar riſe o'er yon weſtern hill, 

With ſteps of ſhadowy ghoſts advancing ſtill— 
Right dreadful is the light' ning of the ſpear ! 
Thrown o'er their ſhoulders their broad ſhields appear 

Like the moon fcowling o'er the brow of night ; 
Sage in debate, invincible in fight, 
Death in the van, and terror in the rear : 
Heroes ! for you I raiſe my ſtrain of glory, 
The high ton'd chords beneath my fingers dance : 
Thus ſang the ſon of Fingal ; and his ſtory 
The chieftains heard; and couch'd the quiv'ring lance ; 
And ſmote the cuiraſs'd thigh, and ſhook their treſſes 


hoary— 
To battle then with haſty ſtrides advance. 
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s O NN ET vin. 


TQ A LADY, WITH THE RECESS, OR A TALE OF 
OTHER TIMES, 


O Thou ! whoſe mind inform'd with ey'ry grace 
Sheds animated beauty o'er the face, 

Where Senſibility has fix d her ſeat, 

Thro' lips of coral, breathing accents ſweet ; 
And to thoſe eyes of halcyon blue has giv'n 
The dewy mildneſs of the ſtar of ev'n ; 

Whoſe boſom heaves to Pity's tender tale, 

Like the white billow to the riſing gale ; 
Mark ! how the magic hand of Genivs pours 
O'er hiſt'ry's page her ſympathetic ſtores : 

See royal Mary's ſorrow- faded form 

Sink, not unwept, beneath the whelming ſtorm; 
Her children bleſt with all their mother's bloom 
Feel the chill gale, and wither on her tomb. 
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SONNET IX. 


do ſade leaf. | 
2 85 IsATIAR, ch. lxix v. 6, 


Nec quidquam tibi proteſt 
Aerias tentaſſe domos, animoque rotundum 
Hog, 
MARK, oer the plain, how from each with'ring bow'r 
Shook by looſe zephyr, falls the leafy ſhow'r ; 
Yet ſmiling ſpring again ſhall tinge with green 
The faded beauties of the ſylvan ſcene, 
And ſoon ſhall bid the golden year renew 
The rill neAareous, and the balmy dew ;— 
So paſſes, man ! thy tranſient life away, 
Thy ſpring's ſhort glories, and thy ſummer's day, 
But tho' the human autumn may deſtroy 
The flow'r of beauty, and the bud of joy; 
Yer ſhall again their blended charms appear, 
And bloom improv'd thro! heav'n's eternal year, 
Tranſplanted to the Paradiſe above | 
Io bear the fruits of Virtue, Peace, and Love, 
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INSCRIPTION I. 


NEAR A NATURAL FALL OF WATIX. 


NAIAD, that lov'ſt to pour thy azure wave, 

In ſoft meanders thro* yon ſhadowy cave; 

Whoſe woods faint-murm'ring o'er the rocky ſteep, 

Ober all the place a ſolemn ſtillneſs keep; 

Whence Contemplation's ſilent veſpers riſe, 

Thought ſpreads her plume, and Rapture gains the 
ſkies, 

And dove-ey'd Peace oft' comes, a ſmiling gueſt, 

Heav'n's joys diſtilling in the guiltleſs breaſt ; 

What tho* no muſe-taught poet ſxill'd to praiſe, 

To thee a monumental trophy raiſe, 

Nor Sculpture's formful chiſſel e er was ſeen, 

Nor Painting's tints to variegate thy ſcene, 

What tho? no ſea- god o'er his urn reclin'd, 

Thy liberal ftreams confine, or e' er confin'd ; 

Yer oft' indulgent to the hermit's pray'r, 

Philoſophy's meek form ſhall wander there, 


94 InsSOnRtÞP TIONS 


And her lov'd ſiſter Melancholy bring, 

Sad mourners both ! incumbent o'er thy ſpring ! 
While Philomel takes up her plaintive fall, 

And darkneſs in her dun robe wraps the ball. 
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INSCRIPTION II. 


Intended for an elegant Model of a Tomb, compoſed of 
Moſs, Shells, Sea-Weed, Sc. defigned by a Lady, 
which contained the Alhes of a favourite Gol Dbrixen. 


SWEET Bird! whoſe ſprightly ſong once chear'd the 

day, 
Merits thy pale ſhrine no attemper'd lay 
Of lute, or ſylvan reed? whoſe ſofteſt tone 
May aim in vain to emulate thy own ; 
When with meet welcome to the airs of Spring 
You taught with ſong yon ſhelly grot to ring ; 
That ſhelly grot ſhall never echo more 
The tuneful minſtrelſy it learn'd before, 
Nor ſwains, and ſhepherd-girls intent to hear, 
Pauſe with impending ſtep, and lend an ear. 
No more ſhall ſhe, whoſe gentle boſom firſt 
Pity'd thy wants, and as a parent nurſt, 

? 


For 


gr 
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For thee provide the yellow grain; or fill 
Thy glaffy fountain at the chryſtal rill; 
And viſiting thy cage with daily care, 
(Ah! ill exchang'd for fields and open air) 
Hang all the roof around with graſs and weed, 
Or from the meads provide the genial ſeed, 
Or liſt'ning frequent in the neighbouring bow r; 
Enjoy thy ſong at morn's delicious hour. 


No more thoſe colours ſhall the eye behold 
That circl'd once thy beauteous head with gold; 
No more thoſe wings their poliſh'd tints diſplay, 
Nor beam thoſe eyes an animated ray ; 
That voice to charm the ſwains no more has pow r, 
All mid'ſt the ſhelly grot, at morn's delicious hour; 
For thee, the muſe her ſimple lyre has ftrung, 
And o'er thy tomb the light memorial hung, 
Nor bluſhes, as ſhe chants her idle lay 


To thee, ſweet bird ! this plaintive hymn to pay. 


« Beneath this green- graſs turf my bird is laid, 
* O'er which the myrtle flings a trembling ſhade ; 
| « Here 
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Here, when again Spring's roſeate dews return, 

<< Full many a flow'r ſhall deck thy ſimple urn, 

« Here, oft, at fall of eve, bright heſper ſhed 

« Faint, fily'ry glories o'er thy peaceful bed, 

te Ideal forms ſhall to thy tomb repair, 

And the lorn linnet pour her echoing veſpers there. 
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INSCRIPTION II. 


IN A DEEP AND SHADY VALLEY. 


IF ever contemplation deign'd to dwell 

On earth, tis here; the groves that wave on high 
Their broad heads to the gales, with murmurs bland, 
Soft ſlumbers ſooth, and wake the penſive thought 
To ſolemn muſings and enthuſiaſt dreams ; 

Here, ſhawdowy nymph ! be oft my footſteps heard 
Thy walks among, what time the moon looks in, 
And marks thy muſing votary indulge 


The joy of grief ;* amidit theſe moſs-grown ſtones 


That here and there lie ſcatter'd, oft ſhall he 

Who loves thy peaceful, unfrequented ſeat, 

Wander alone to call to mind paſt ſcenes, 

To memory dear, whoſe traces ſtill remain 

Faint as th' inſcriptive verſe on yon rude pile. 
Kevrgeo Trragwupuria yes 


Oprssty, il. 211. 
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For him perhaps, this graſſy vale erelong 
Shall be his bed; nor ſhall the moon look in 
Between yon branching elms, to light his ſteps 
Acroſs the devious gloom ; the doubtful gale 
Shall o'er his grey ſtone wave the floating graſs, 
And 'neath it too the vernal flow'r ſhall peep, 
And there the glow-worm pale his ev'ning fires. 
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INSCRIPTION 


FOR THE ROOT-HOUSE BELONGING TO JOHN 


HOWARD, ESQ. OF CARDINGTON. 


Whoe'er thou art, with reverential awe | 
Approach this ſolemn grot ; for tho' no fay, 
Nor lar, nor mirnic form inhabit here, 

Nor rural god, or nymph miſhapen deck 
This modeſt ſeat ; a pow'r more holy far, 
Benevolence, daughter of ſu preme Jove, 

Here oft holds converſe with her choſen ſon 
On deeds of mercy ; as Egeria once 

With patriot-Numa, when his forming hand 
Modell'd the ſtate and made a people wiſe ; 
Nor ſhall thy child, Benevolence, when Time 
Has cruſh'd this moſſy roof, and ſcatter'd all 
The ſpars and ſhells that grace its antique ſides 
Be not renown'd ; yes, truſt the Muſe, his name 
Shall mount expanded on the wings of Time, 
And men ſhall call it bleſſed, when no more 
A St. John's name emblazon Glory's page, 
Tho? erſt invok'd in fam'd Muſceus' bow'r. 
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INSCRIPTION 


IN THE SUPPER-ROOM OF HIS VILLA RONCIANAE. 
[Tranſlated from VI D A.] 


HOSPES, 81 or us, &. 


STRANGER, or gueſt! if not averſe to ſhare 

A hearty welcome with no coſtly fare, 

Approach: the wholeſome ev'ning beverage taſte, 
Where herbs and fruits ſupply the light repaſt ; 

Let compliment and form be laid aſide, 

And learn how nature may be ſatisfied ; 

No need that foreign delicacies grace 

The board where Health and Temp'rance find a place. 
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To rue EARTH. 


THE HINT BORROWED FROM THE SAME. 


HAS TIBI TERRA, &c. 


OPEN thy boſom, Earth! and foſter there 
The embrio harveſts of another year ; 

Refuſe not to reward the plowman's toil, 
Who ſows with liberal hand th' inverted ſoil; 
So ſhall our parents, wives, and children praiſe 
Thy well-carn'd bounties in unceaſing lays; 

So ſhall our grateful thanks to heav'n ariſe, 
Like incenſe, or the ev'ning ſacrifice, 

Then ſweet Benevolence ſhall quit the ſky 

To warm each breaſt and brighten ev'ry eye. 
How bleſt the ſwain, when round his cot he ſees 
Ripe, golden harveſts float in ev'ry breeze, 

In fragrant drops the freſh'ning dews diſtill, 
And hears the gurgling of the tuneful rill 


While 
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While infant-hands in Autumn's golden reign, 
Collect from ev'ry field the ſcatter'd grain, 

Or pile their nodding ſheaves the cottage round, 
Thro' all the village hymns of joy reſound ; 
Thus while a thouſand pleaſures meet che ſight, 
The full heart ſwells with tumults of delight: 
Then, O indulgent Earth! ſucceed our pray'r, 
Proſper our hopes, and baniſh ev'ry care; 
Be all our barns with thy rich bounties ſtor'd, 
And ſocial pleaſures crown the feſtive board. 
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Written in a RusTic TEMPLE dedicated to 


FRIENDSHIP. 


SWEET'NER of ev'ry woe! of human bliſs 
Beſt pledge; thee, Friendſhip ! thee enchanting pow'r, 
Each muſe has hallow'd of th' Aonian grove ; 

For in high heav'n, ſhaded: with od'rous palm 

Thy mankon is: where Honour, Truth, and Joy, 
Concord, and Peace, in ſoft aſſemblage wait 

Thy handmaids: or if earth can boaſt a ſeat | 
Worthy of thee, *tis in the gen'rous breaſt. 
Virtue enobles friendſhip ; without her 
Friendſhip were not ; the ſons of vice ne'er knew 

A joy ſo pure, ſubſtantial, and ſublime ; 

Theſe, midſt the circle of diſcordant joy 

Aſſembl'd, while the bowl of Bacchus ſmiles, 
Deluſive, as the cup of Circe once, 

Think riot friendſhip ; far from haunts like theſe | 
She, with becoming majeſty retires, 

And claſs the heart congenial to her own, 
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Where manly ſenſe, and faith unſhaken ſit, 
Thron'd higheſt : let the youth who courts her ſmile, 
And woos fair Science in her cloyſter'd walks, 
Stoop not to ſordid vice, and low purſuits ; 
But from each lib'ral muſe inform his mind 
Of all that can adorn her, can inſpire 
Sublimeſt ſentiments, and form a taſte 
For virtuous Friendſhip ; tis for her the bard 
With ev'ry ſoft embelliſhment adorns 
The Attic lyre; for her he roves the mead, 
While nature warbles round him, while the ſpring 

In dewy mildneſs comes, and from yon arch 
| Etherial, calls the frequent ſhow'r, or breath 

Of vernal airs, alternate ſun, or ſhade. 

For her the moraliſt oft” turns the page 

Of claſſic elegance; nor, tho' the pen 
Of proſtituted hirelings may debaſe 

Thy ſacred name, elſe not prophan'd, ſhalt thou 
' Ought of due reverence need; but ev'ry muſe 
Which ſings, like Hayley's,* in fair Virtue's cauſe, 
who 

* Sec his Epiſtle to a friend, on the death of Mr. Thornton, 
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Who borrows but from Truth the moral ſong, 
From Nature's ev'ry beauty, as of art, 

Shall cull the faireſt Wreath, and bleſs the hand 
Which hangs it at thy ſhrine | 
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A DESCRIPTION OF THE FIRST PASSION IN - 


THE HEART OF A YOUNG VIRGIN. 


[Vide Thickneſſe's Sketches of the Lives and Writings of the Ladies 
of France. ] | 

T HE tender feelings of a young deſire, 

The ſweet ſurprize that fans the kindling fire, 

The kind emotion hard to be expreſs'd, 

Which melts, diſturbs, and triumphs in my breaſt, 

Theſe to enſlave me their whole force combine, 

And all the heart-felt glow of love is mine. 

As o'er my ſoul the ſtealing raptures riſe, 

I languiſh, and a dimneſs veils my eyes; 

Yet ev'n amidft the tumults theſe excite, 

My anxious boſom trembles with delight ; 

And ſuch ſtrange contraſts brighten or deſtroy, 

One knows not to define it grief, or joy: 

But this is certain, ere I Thyrſis knew 

Few were my ſuff rings, and my cares but few, 

Compar'd, alas ! with thoſe I now ſuſtain, 

The ſad returns of paſſion, grief, and pain; 


No 
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No dear diverſions now can give delight, 

T walk alone all day, and wake all night; 

I never think, except on what I feel, 

And ev'n inflame the wound 1 ought to heal ; 

Baniſh'd be all the thoughts I entertain, 

And ſighs burſt forth, *rwere prudence to reſtrain : 

If friends addreſs me I make no reply, 

Bur ſolitary languiſh, think and ſigh ; 

If Thyrſis is but mention'd, bluſhes prove 

With what a glowing fervency I love ; 

I burn, I languiſh, am no more the fame ; 

Whence is this change ? whence ſprung this dang'rous 
flame ? 

Say, 1s this Love? does not his cruel dart 

Revenge the wonted coldneſs of my heart? 

If not, what is it then, ye ſages ſay 

What is it ſteals my ſenſe, my life away? 


PASTORAL 


A PASTOR A L. 


8 vale, vale, inquit, Tola, 
Vine, 


I. 

ADIEVU to the charms of. the plain, 

'The woodland, the rock, and the dell; 
And thou, the dear cauſe of my pain, 
My ſoul's only treaſure, farewell ! 
Since theſe beauties I now muſt forgo, 

Since from thee I am forc'd to depart, 
No eaſe my fond boſom can know, 

And ſorrow ſtill throbs at my heart. 


II. 
For is there in cities or courts, 
What may with the country compare, 
Where revel the ſmiles and the ſports, 
And the nymphs are as virtuous as fair; 
Where the manners are ſimple and plain, 
Where beauty owes nothing to art, 
Where ſincere is the vow of the ſwain, 
And the ſmile is the ſmile of the heart. 
| III. Let 
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III. 


Let ambition and greatneſs deſpiſe 


The humble-clad villager's lot, 
Let them look er ſo mean in their eyes, 

Let them ſcorn both the ſhepherd and cot; 
J care not, if bleſt with my lyre 

And roving the green vales along, 
The muſes my numbers inſpire, 

And the ſhepherds are pleas'd with my ſong. 


- 


IV. 


I care not; if my lovely maid 
Attend to the paſtoral theme, 

If ſhe grace with her preſence the ſhade, 
Whoſe image ſtill ſoftens my dream, 

When oft” at eve's mild-beaming hour, 
With her I rove over the lea, 

What are riches, or grandeur, or power, 
The world and its follics to me ? 


V. Would 
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IV. 


Would heav'n but grant to my pray'r, 
That I might my charmer attend, 

Life's viſſicitudes with her to ſhare, 

Her lover, protector, and friend ; 
Then if ſorrow ſhould hap to be nigh, 
Or anxiety chance to moleſt, 

1 would wipe the big tear from her eye, 
I would ſooth all her ſorrows to reſt, 


VI. 


How pleaſing wih her when the morn 
Has unlock d the fair portals of day ; 
To bruſh the light drop from the thorn, 
O'er the mead's velvet carpet to ftray ; 
When the ſun thro' the foreſt trees high, 
Lifts his broad beaming lamp on the flood ; 
And new glories illumine the ſky, 
The wild muſic burſts forth from the wood. 


VII. From 
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VII. 


From theſe we will learn what may beſt 
To contentment and virtue conduce, 
And cheriſh its growth in our breaſt, 
And find out its? moral and uſe ; 
For nature's moſt elegant page, 
Can ennoble the generous heart, 
More than all that the poet or ſage 
Can effect by the efforts of art. 


VIII. 


But adieu to the charms of the plain, 


The woodland, the rock, and the dell, 


And thou the dear cauſe of my pain, 
My ſoul's only treaſure, farewell! 

Since theſe beauties I now muſt forego, 
Since from thee I am forc'd to depart, 

O'er the mead I rove penſive and flow, 
For ſorrow ſtill throbs at my heart. 


11 
$:O NG. 
1. 
O faireſt maid ! in whom each grace 
Of youth and beauty are combin'd, 
That animates the faultleſs face, 
That indicates the gentle mind ; 


II. 
Accept my ſong, enough for me ;j— 
Accept the vow that love has made, 
My ſong ſhall always be of thee, 
For thee the tender vow be paid, 


III. 
Weak is the verſe, my fair, that fain 
Would ſpeak the feelings of the heart 
Alas ! it only can complain, 


In broken numbers void of art, 


IV. 
But if a look or ſigh expreſs. 
What language aims in vain to tell, 
Thou wilt not heed his ſuff rings leſs, 


Wha has not art to paint them well, 


. 


